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One 


Author's Notes: 
Sorting out my fic folder and | found this. No idea why | never posted it; perhaps my original intention was to 
add more, but on the reread | couldn\'t think of a single thing it needed, so here it is. 


There was a time David would ask questions when Richie came to his room - what's wrong, what happened, 


why not Jon or Tico or a groupie or anyone but David? 


But Richie never answered, just shrugged and shut the door behind him and kissed David with so much need it 
was a wonder either of them could pull away, and David stopped asking because the shrugging wasted valuable 


time. 
Thing is, though, whether he asked or not, he still wondered. And every time this happened - and it was 
happening with more and more frequency - the questions piled against the dam he'd put up, why me and what 


exactly is this and what the Hell do you want from me Richie threatening to spill over anytime. 


And Richie knocked on the door, and David answered, and he didn't ask because Richie's mouth was on his and it 


was so much more satisfying to just slam him up against the door and grind against him like a horny teenager. 


If asked, David would've said Richie didn't do anything for him, that if he had his choice he'd sleep with Jon or 
Tico or someone from some other band first, but something about the way Richie kissed him and clung to him 


and ground his hardon into David's thigh made him so hard so fast it didn't fucking matter. 


He regained coherence before either of them came, barely, and dragged Richie over to the bed, twenty fingers 
that flew over strings and keys suddenly clumsy as they tried to strip each other before they hit the bed. 


And David always ended up on the bottom, legs spread wide, panting and writhing and begging as Richie pushed 
two fingers into him, not really one for foreplay but it was okay because those fingers and those lips and that 


tongue exploring his mouth were so intense David wouldn't have been able to handle much more. 


Richie fucked him without ceremony, usually not even remembering to jerk David off, just thrusting and 
grunting and gasping and maybe swearing but "fuck" was the only word he ever managed, never "David" or "so 
good" or any of the other phrases David was used to. Richie's concern was his own release and David just 
thrust his hips wildly against that pounding dick and jerked himself off and squealed and writhed and begged for 


more. 


Orgasm was just as emotionless for Richie as the rest of the encounter; if David couldn't feel it there were 
rights he wouldn't have known Richie came. He arched and shuddered and cried out because that was what he 


always did and Richie didn't seem to mind. 


He never knew if Richie was planning to stay, didn't know until he got out of the shower and there was either 


an empty silence or snoring and the promise of a body to curl up against. 


When Richie left, it was fine, but when he stayed David lay awake and questioned Richie and himself and the 
whole fucked-up affair but it didn't matter because come morning Richie would act like nothing had happened, 
like he wasn't naked and neither was David and there was no wet spot and there hadn't been a night before 
and David would let the questions pile up with the others against the dam. 


"ll see you at breakfast?" 


And David would nod, and Richie would leave, and David would swear next time he'd get an answer to his 


questions. 


